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nothing else be done for the red man? These
white men saw that the past was past. A
tribe of hunters, eating the flesh of antelope
and buffalo, could not dwell in a province of
farms and pastures. The last arrow had been
shot when the homestead rose; it was only a
question of years until the bow must be broken
and the archer pushed aside. A hunter needs for
his subsistence an area wide enough to feed
thousands of men who can make their living by
the plough and the spade. In a planet crowded
like ours, no room can be found to grow the
hunter's food; for the beaver which he traps,
the elk which he runs down, the bison which he
slays, will only breed in a country that is seldom
disturbed by man. The smoke of a homestead
drives away buffalo and deer. Even a pastoral
tribe can find room enough only in the wilds of
Asia and Africa, where the feuds between tent
and city burn with consuming heat; yet a people
living by pasturage, driving their flocks before
them in search of herbage, require very little
ground for their sustenance compared against
a people living by the chase. What then?
Must the red man perish from the earth?
Should he die to let the white man live upon